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THE SUICIDE. { 
*TWAS where a Granite-cliffhigh beetling tower’d 
Above the billows of the western main, 
Deep in a grot, by sable yews embower’d, | 
A youth retir’d to ponder and complain. 





Twas near thé night fall of a winter’s day, 
The sun was hid in clouds of dunnest gloom, 

Before the north-wind rose the whitening spray, 

And the loud breakers roar’d the sailor’s doom. 
Dark, sullen, gloomy as the scene around, | 
The soul that harbour’d in that youthful breast, | 
To him the wild roar was a soothing sound, 

The only one, could hush his woes to rest. 

His was a soul that once was warm and kind— 
That once could love with gentlest purest flame, 
So mild, so lovely was his infant mind, 

His cheek ne’er rédden’d with the blush of shame. 
But never could he brook the frown of pride, 

This was the killing stroke that smote his heart, 
All other wounds of fortune he defied, 

This—This to him was déath’s envenom’d dart. 


He felt himself too good to crouch and bend 
Before the man whose only boast was birth, 
Oh! he would sooner his own bosom rend 
Than bow before the haughtiest lord of earth. 


There was a savage sternness in his breast, 
No halfway passion could his bosom: move 5 
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None e’er by him were scorn’d and then caress’d, 
His was all gloomy hate or glowing love. 


Those whom he scorn’d, he pass’d unheeded by, 
He never lur’d a foe with artful wile, 

But when a friend or lover met his eye, 

Each word was sweetness, and each look a smile. 


He once could love, but oh! that time was o’er, 
His heart was now the seat of Hate alone, 

As peaceful—is the wintry tempests roar, 

As cheerful—torture’s agonizing groan. 


He would have lov’d, had not his frozen heart 
Suspected every form tho’ e’er so fair, 

How could he love when rack’d by every smart, 
And all the gloomy horrors of despair ? 


Insult him—he was wilder than the storm— 
His blood in boiling vengeance thro’ him rush’d— 
And those who tho’t they trampled on a worm, 
Soon found an adder, in the form they crush’d. 


In dissipation he had revell’d long, 

Had known the wildest paths that vice e’er trod, 
He roam’d seduc’d by Pleasures syren song, 
Until he hated man, himself, and God. 


He hated man, because he tho’t a foe 

Smil’d in each scene, or lurk’d in every path, 
He scorn’d himself, for he had sunk so low, 
He hated God, because he fear’d his wrath. 


So warm his passions, and so stern his will, 
So wild and yet so tender was his eye, 

So warp’d his heart to every thing that’s ill, 
He was not fit to live—much less to die. 


The wind that whistled, round the gloomy walls, 
The billows roaring on the rocks below, 

The trickling drop that freezes as it falls ; 
Seem’d warm and cheerful as that child of woe. 


Oft have I seen this youth pass heedless by, 
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All negligent his dress, and wild his mein, 
The tear was always starting in his eye, 
A smile was never in his features seen. 


With languid air, with eye by sorrow sear’d, 

And down cast look he walk’d—then paus’d awhile 
And in the darkness of his gloom he fear’d 

To raise his head, lest he should see a smile. 


So much the victim of despair and fear, 

He look’d more sadly when he heard one speak, 
And when he saw a smile—oh! then the tear 
Stream’d o’er the furrows of his woe-worn cheek : 


So wan his cheek, his countenance so pale, 

He seem’d just sinking to his early tomb, 

So tottering were his steps, his form, so frail, 

A ghost seem’d wandering in the cavern’s gloom. 


He walk’d, then stop’d, then started, stop’d again, 
Then rais’d to heaven his wild and impious eye, 
Then gnash’d his teeth, as in severest pain, 

Or feebly groan’d, or heav’d along drawn sigh. 


With hands in fury clench’d, he beat his breast 
Then smote his forehead—stamp’d and wildly rav’d 
It seem’d, no soothing hand could give him rest, 
He seem’d too far abandon’d, to be sav’d. 


“* Are these the joys of life,”” he wildly cried, 
“* Are these the pleasures man enjoys below, 
The syren voice that said ‘ be happy’ lied, 

It call’d me not to happiness—but woe. 


Life—’tis a pang that racks us for a while, 
Then like a bubble bursts and all is o’er, 
Its highest joys e’en woman’s lovely smile, 
To me are gloomy as yon billows roar. 


Pil live no more—I know the world too well— 
Ill trust no longer to its soothing voice— 

Let those who choose, in pain and sorrow dwell— 
Death is my fondest—Death my only choice 
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Live—shall I live without the slightest meed, 

Without one voice to dwell upon my name, 

With hand too weak to do one noble deed, 

Or pluck one leaflet from the wreath of fame— | 


Live while consumption ghastly, gloomy, pale, 
E’en toa shadow wears my form away, 

Shrink at the rustling of the gentlest gale, 

And pine to dark despondency a prey : 


Say is this life—how trifling, oh how vain 

To give one struggle for a world like this, 

How cold, how heavy, pleasure’s flowery chain, 
How sickening, every cup of earthly bliss. 


I’ve drain’d the goblet, and I know how vile, 

How mean and empty all terrestrial joys, 

Reason surveys them with a pitying smile 

And stamps with words of lightning “ infant toys :” 


How easy when depression sinks me low, 
To leave this world and seek another shore, ; 
Careless if pleasure laugh—or all be woe, 
If smooth the waves—or loud the billows roar. 


How easy, oh! how trifling with the steel, 
To pierce a heart that loves no scene below, 
To wound a breast too callous, e’er to feel, 
A pang less cruel than a demon’s woe. 
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Does not the smiling surface of the wave 

Kindly invite to take my endless sleep, 

How sweet torest withia a wat’ry grave, 

How soft those slumbers—that repose how deep. _ 


The death wing’d ball~-can pierce my phrenzied brain, 
The knife—can loose the shackles of my soul, 

An opiate—that can ease my every pain, 

Smiles how inviting—in the poison’d bowl. 


And thou! sweet drug—can’st shed the balmy dew 
Of sleep eternal, o’er my wearied eyes, 

And give repose, as calm to mortal views— 

As when the infant wrapt in slumber lies. 
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Still thou art slow tho’ sure—-ah can I wait 
A single moment, e’er I sink in death, 
Perhaps I may lament it when too late, 


. And struggle to regain my fleeting breath : 


Give me the knife, the dagger or the ball 
Oh! Ican take them with a smile serene ; 
Then like a flash of lightning I may fall 
And rush at once into the world unseen.” 


The wither’d leaves that deck’da beechen bough 
Rustled, he turn’d and gaz’d with frozen stare, 
Such gloom, such horror, settled on his brow 

He seem’d the very image of despair— 


“‘ Disturb me not—there’s nought can give relief, 
Heav’n deigns no soothing comforter to send, 
There is but one can soothe my gnawing grief, 

It is the best of earthly good—~a friend— 


A friend—I tho’tI once had friends-—but No! 
Friendship thou cherub ne’er wert to me giv’n 
Friendship is not a flow’r that blooms below— 
Ifthere is friendship it must be in heav’n: - 


And when I’ve seen the pious widow’s woe 
And view’d no christian friend or heav’n-born fair 


- E’er deign to wipe away the tears that flow, 


I’ve tho’t e’en friendship was not real there : 


And when no human form on me would roll 

The glance that soothes, or beam the smiles that bless, 
My dog the only solace of my soul, 

E’en bit the hand extended to caress— 


What if some female form should deign to smile, 

And chase away the gloom that clouds my breast, 
Could I be happy should I stay awhile, | 

Yes, woman’s smile could make me cheerful—bless’d. 
The heart—that’s tortur’d with remorse is dead 

To all the joys that woman’s love can give 

Affection does not smile where hope is fled, 
Where.conscience frowns, that charmer cannot live. 
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Cap Love the sweetest cherub ever deign 

Te live where doubt, despair, distraction dwell :. 
Ah! no—this fond idea must be vain, 

Love in my bosom is a saint in hell. 


Let others boast their skill to charm the soul, 
And proffer pleasure to the expecting eye, 
To bid the glance with mimic sweetness roll, 
And heave the bosom with an empty sigh ; 


Away such base deceivers from my sight, 

Hide them ye shades of midnight from my view, 
Think you such flatteries can my soul delight, 

Farewell such love, such hollow friends adieu. 


No smooth deceit e’er floated from my tongue, 

By flatterer’s wiles these lips of mine ne’er mov’d, 
On them—on them this truth has always hung, 
‘lever hated all and nothing lov’d.’ 


And what ifman, or woman shun my form, 
And view a tiger in the gloom I wear, 

To me their smiles are blacker than the storm, 
There seems a serpent ever lurking there— 


The charms of Vice detain’d my soul too long— 
What sounds of sweetness in her love-notes flow, 
But misery’s sigh is in her sweetest song 

And in her gayest smile the tear of woe 


The eye that beams so fondly—ill conceals 
Distraction’s silent gaze and icy glare, 

The lip that smiles so sweetly—still reveals 
The paleness, and the quiv’ring of despair : 


I drank her cup of promis’d bliss—-I lay 

In soft repose on beds of roses flung, 

There heard her Ariel harp its wind-notes play, 
And all the syren-music of her tongue— 


In slumber soft, I clos’d my swimming eyes, 
While sounds extatic seem’d around to flow, 
I slept no more—in happiness to rise 

I clos’d my eyes to bliss—I woke to woe. 
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Look at my eye and see the glare of pain, 
Look at my cheek, it is the hue of death, 

See there the softness of her flow’ry chain, 
There mark the sweetness of her balmy breath. 


Shun—shun the road she points to—death is there 


Her sweetest voice is but a funeral knell, 
Her gayest smile is but the gloom of care 
And though she calls to heav’n, she leads to hell. 


What’s earth, what’s life to space, eternity, 
Tis but a flash, a glance—from birth to death, 
And he who ruled the world would only be 
Lord of a point—a creature of a breath— 


And what is it to gaina Hero’s name, 

Or build one’s greatness on the rabbles roar; 
Tis but to light a feeble flickering fame 
That shines a moment, and is seen no more : 


Once Cesar gain’d the summit of renown, 
For him fame’s trumpet blew its loudest peals, 
But what to him is Glory’s shining crown, 

It heightens but the blackness it reveals : 


What is the greatness Science can display 
Or from the best tun’d lyre what can we gain, 
But that the fluttering insect of a day 

May hum our praise, and all be still again. 


What if a Titian’s tints, a Ruben’s fire, 

Or Raphael’s grandeur o’er my canvass glow, 
These tints, that fire, that grandeur soon expire 
And melt as quickly as the summer’s snow. 


Let boastful wealth his richest stores unfold, 
And Pride his pomp of ancestry display, 

A speck of yellow dust is all their gold, 

An infant’s rattle—all their proud array. 

What praise to shine in fashion’s brightest ray, 
What is that Fame by fops so dearly sought; 
’Tis but the mere ephemeron of a day— 
*T is but the very meanest part of nought. 
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And thou proud monarch frowning on thy throne, 
What is the space between thy pow’r and me, 
Tis but to sit above the crowd alone 

And lord it o’er a few poor worms like thee. 


Ah! when I look on man and see how low, 

How vile has sunk the basely grovelling crowd, 
I still can scarcely think this child of woe, 

Can have sufficient meanness to be proud— 


Depart, renown, oh hie thee far away,. 

And fortune, tho’ in all thy splendour drest, 
Oh! from this world you’ve torn my onlyystay, 
And left not e’en one motive in my breast. 
This world has now so dull and gloomy grown 
So sickening every sight where’er I range— 
Mid all life’s bustle, I am still so lone 

I'd leave it, were it only for achange. 

What balm shall heal my wounds, orsoothe niy woes, 
How shall I sink to my untimely grave,. 

Shall this sweet opiate lull me to repose, 

Or shall I plunge beneath the roaring wave. 
Come sweetest draught, I woo thee to my lips 
With all the fondness of a lover’s breast, 

No thirsty weary pilgrim fondlier sips 

The cooling fount or lays him down to rest. 
Come do thy work, and free my struggling soul, 
Swift as the lightning—fromi life’s heavy chain, 
I care not if l reach heav’n’s shining goal, 

Or plunge beneath the waves of endless pain. 
You gave me lifetake back the gift you gave 
Nor think I’d thank you for such trash as this, 
Sweeter to me annihilation’s grave, 


‘Oh! sweeter than the highest heav’n of bliss. 


Roll on the winds your most terrific storm, 

And shade the skies with more than Egypt’s gloom ; 
Then with your ’vengeful lightnings scathe my form, 
And hurl me to my never ending doom. 














